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by the faithless IJabbash at Bereydah, had been our first care
on arriving here. Now our guide was a desperate coffee-drinker,
so were also my companion and myself; moreover, we made it
a rule that no one should enter our premises without a dose of
this nature, at any rate ; so that from earliest morn till latest
evening, our fire was never extinguished, nor had our cups
time to dry.

I must here beg my reader's permission for a brief episode
or digression on the subject of the above-mentioned beverage.
In my quality of an Oriental of many years' standing, I am
annoyed at the ignorance yet prevailing on so important a
matter in the enlightened West; and as a doctor (at least in
Arabia), I cannot see with silent indifference the nervous sys-
tems of my fellow-men so rudely tampered with, or their mucous
membranes so unseasonably drenched, as is too often the case
to the west of the Bosporus.

Be it then known, by way of prelude, that coffee though one
in name is manifold in fact; nor is every kind of berry entitled
to the high qualifications too indiscriminately bestowed on the
comprehensive genus. The best coffe6, let cavillers say what
they will, is that of the Yemen, commonly entitled "Mokha,"
from the main place of exportation. Now I should be sorry
to incur a lawsuit for libel or defamation from our wholesale
or retail salesmen; but were the particle NOT prefixed to the
countless labels in London shop-windows that bear the name
of the Red Sea haven, they would have a more truthy import
than what at present they convey. Very little, so little indeed
as to be quite inappreciable, of the Mocha or Yemen berry ever
finds its way westward of Constantinople. Arabia itself, Syria,
and Egypt consume fully two-thirds, and the remainder is almost
exclusively absorbed by Turkish and Armenian oesophagi. Nor
do these last get for their limited share the best or the purest
Before reaching the harbours of Alexandria, Jaffa, Beyrouth,
&c., for further exportation, the Mokhan bales have been, while
yet on their way, sifted and resifted, grain by grain, and what-
ever they may have contained of the hard, rounded, half-trans-
parent, greenish-brown berry, the only one really worth roasting
and pounding, has been carefully picked out by experienced
fingers; and it is the less generous residue of flattened, opaque,
and whitish grains which alone, or almost alone, goes on board
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